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expression  indeed   is   very   good-natured,   to   allow passionate people so much quarter; but I think a passionate man deserves the least indulgence imaginable.   It is said, it is soon over; that is, all the mischief he  does  is  quickly  despatched,  which,  I think, is no great recommendation to favour.    I have known one  of  those good-natured  passionate   men say in a mixed company, even to his own wife or child, such things as the most inveterate enemy of his family would not have spoke, even in imagination.    It is certain that quick sensibility is inseparable from a ready understanding;  but why should not  that good   understanding  call  to  itself  all  its force on such occasions to master that sudden inclination to anger.    One of the greatest souls now in the world * is the most subject by nature to anger, and yet so famous from a conquest of himself this way, that he is the known example when you talk of temper and command of a man's self.    To contain the spirit of anger, is the worthiest discipline we can put ourselves to.   When a man has made any progress this way, a frivolous fellow in a passion is to   him  as  contemptible   as   a  froward   child.    It ought to be the study of every man for his own quiet and peace.   When he stands combustible and ready to flame upon everything that touches him, life is as uneasy to himself as it is to all about him.    Syn-cropius leads, of all men living, the most ridiculous life; he is ever offending and begging pardon.    If his man enters the room without what he sent him
for, * That blockhead ', begins he------   * Gentlemen,
I ask your pardon; but servants nowadays------'   The
wrong plates are laid, they are thrown into the middle of the room; his wife stands by in pain for him, which he sees in her face, and answers as if he had heard all she was thinking; ' Why, what the devil! why don't you take care to give orders in these things?1 His friends sit down to a tasteless plenty of everything, every minute expecting new insults 1 Somers. See Dedication to vol. i.